A New Song. 


HAT fte..1d ſailors do on ſhore ? 
Kiſs the girls, and roſs the cann, 

When the can on's ceaſc to rea-, 

Sweel's the voice of ſmiling Nag, 


Bing me firſt a ſpꝛeious bowl, 
Peper than a plus met's found, 
Give me next a generous ſoul, 
That in loving knows ne bound. 


Po 


F'e'ving ever let it be, 

If the tide good liquor prove, 

Do thvs, my heart wi'l keep the fea, 
Sailing with the girl I love. 


Nancy be my true love's name, 
And to compliment my dear, 

F o-ny ſhip ſecure thy fame, 
Ti ou the darling title bear, 


To gua'd and bleſs my favourite realm, 
Smiling, thus old Neptune ſpoke, 
len p ace my Will am at the kelm, 
Royal Will is heart of oak. 


Whether moor'd, or on a cruiſe, 
Sailing, ſtill in peace or war, 

Poize he linſtock, brim the booze, 
Sing long live the royal car. 
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